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To Astrid 


haiku 


slow winter clouds 
the slightest turning 
of a prayer strip 


singing its heart out 
to no one in particular 
morning blackbird 


bright April clouds 
bits of snow left beneath 
the mountain pine 


too cold yet 
a mallard couple floats near 
the empty dock 


light spring rain & 
green lichen on the roof 
of the birdhouse 


near the bridge 
the few old thistles 
collect the snow 


light comes and goes 
on Buddha s smiling face 
winter clouds 


after the rainstorm 
all of the old gravestones 
still dull gray 


early spring drizzles & 
so many shades of green 
on the mountain 


hazy morning 
the great white heron stands 
by its reflection 


cold night 
the pale glow of headstones 
behind the fence 


even after closing 
the bedroom drapes 
full November moon 


hazy summer morning 
the slow walk of the cow 
along the fence 


sunny day 
an old man repainting 
the cemetery gate 


the last to go 
in late autumn twilight 
slender birch 


without me 
my shoes so still 
on the floor 


late summer 
the water striders jerky strokes 
across the stream 


gray morning 
a few black feathers stick out of 
the crow 


bare winter sapling 
the floor of the tiny birdhouse 
falling out 


deep mist & 
the coot dips its head 
into marsh water 


blue winter sky 
the little peck holes 
up a pine tree 


one at a time 
the yellow leaves drift 
to the ground 
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autumn clouds 
the little tick before 
each petal falls 


late day sun & 
small pieces of ice floating 
on the river 


&end of August 
in the shadow of a tree 
an old headstone 


morning fog 
the ladder higher than 
the house 
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early spring warmth 
the peony petals tight 
around the bud 


off center 
the empty clay pot 
beside the doorstep 


on both sides 
of the old wood fence 
flooded field 


September sea wind: 
the fading exhalations 
of the orca 


spring snow 
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one, two, three crows 
walk a branch 


old pond & 
a small lily pad rises up 
with the frog s leap 


sunny autumn day 
only a few rocks jutting out 
from the river 


not much more 
red and yellow tomatoes 
behind a string fence 
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early autumn 
the prayer worn off 
the prayer strip 


they are looking too 
at the steady new snowfall 
bush chickadees 


bare winter prairie & 
a little smoke rises 
from an empty field 


remote farm 
the unmowed hay higher 
than the bale 
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dense night fog 
the clear space around 
an old barn 


November river 
perfect house reflections 
one by one 


the grazing cows 
even more content 
summer rain 


there they are 
in this bonsai exhibit 
pot of weeds 
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steady summer rain & 
an old swayback farmhouse 
by the road 


covered by snow 
like the other stones 
stone Buddha 


up on stilts 
an empty fishing shack 
under spring trees 


not noticing 
the few falling flakes 
song sparrows 


16 


seaside motel 
the only window 
filled with fog 


dusk & 
each with its pile of new hay 
winter horses 


nothing special 
an empty birdhouse beneath 
an overcast sky 


17 


haibun 


Silver s Eye 


The highlight of my public school-aged childhood was any of the frequent visits to my paternal 
grandfather s house in London, Ontario. My father had relocated to Rochester, New York before I 
was enrolled in kindergarten, but we visited grandfather at least several times a year. Grandfather, 
grandmother, and Uncle Izzie lived in a sprawling old house in the old part of town near the 
Thames River. The furniture was Russian-styled, with enormous beds and thick comforters. 


The street in front of the house was made of cobblestone, and to my delight I was often hoisted 
onto the front seat of grandfather s wagon and taken for a ride with grandfather s horse Silver 
pulling the wagon. I often spent afternoons in the small barn at the back of the property staring at 
Silver and his giant eye facing me and smelling the perspiration glistening on his skin and the 
trampled-down hay around him. I grew lost and hypnotized by the wisdom I could not understand 
in those still eyes. 


Silver is long gone as are my grandparents, although Izzie hangs on with in-house care, but while 
attending graduate school many years later I lived with a reproduction of Rousseau s_ La cariole 
du pére Junier on my wall. The image of a contented family sitting in a red and black wagon 
being drawn by a white horse commemorated my childhood s joy. Almost fifty years after that joy 
I found myself living in Alberta. I visited a living museum dedicated to Ukrainian immigration 
into the Canadian prairie. There were working gardens, farm animals, sod huts, old homesteads, 
people in period costumes, general stores, and the like. There was something familiar about all 
this. 


Heritage Park barn 
the unforgettable rich smell 
of grandfather s horse 
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Winter Moon 


I had a very late dinner of vegetable tempura at the Plum House. The sky was shiny black with 
bright stars which I wanted to look at before I went home. Then I somehow forgot what I wanted. I 
drove home rather than spending time looking at the stars. As I parked my car I noticed that the 
sky was completely covered with rolling gray cloud masses and a huge shimmering moon low on 
the horizon was emerging. I looked at it trying to remember something. 


late winter night 
out of dense gray rolling clouds 
the shimmering moon 
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Wolfe Island 


We are staying on the westernmost island of the Thousand Islands chain in the St. Lawrence River. 
I go out on the terrace to do a little reading and thinking before breakfast. It is that time somewhere 
around daybreak when light begins to have its effect on form. I watch as a black bird flirts with its 
shadow as it flies low down the water. I glance at my book and when I look up again two mallard 
ducks have situated themselves in the little still cove below me as if they were always there. 
Sunlight begins to brighten the surrounding trees. On one of them a vividly colored butterfly closes 
its wings and is gone. The stillness of the place is intense. Then the waters nearest to the shore 
begin to brighten also. 


with morning light 
the stones show themselves 
in the cove 
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Life Is A Dream 


I had been in a discussion with a friend about the vivid dream states we had as young men in 
the 60 s and early 70 s which often spilled over into our waking lives to enhance the 
frenetic and exciting period we lived through then, so long ago. As my friend noted, It 
leaves a bit of emptiness to & suddenly find the mass of society practically 
somnambulant. My question was, Were we living an illusory reality in our dreams and in 
our wakings? 


My wife and I had planned two days of winter hiking in the front range of the Canadian 
Rockies west of Calgary. We opted to climb Yamnuska ( Wall of Stone ) Ridge rather 
than hike into Grotto Canyon first because it was more demanding and we wanted to ease 
up a bit for enjoying big city life that weekend. However, we both slept in the first day, 
even though I half woke early in the morning, only to fall back into a kind of dream state. 
So we decided to hike the canyon. 


As we drove along the side roads of the front range we were passing through the reserve of the 
Stoney Indians. I sensed an immense benign presence hovering over the landscape like the 
smiling face of the Stoney guide Samson Beaver in the well-known 1907 photograph of 
him and his family. 


As we hiked into the canyon I began composing a haiku on the dancing Indian paintings our 
guidebook described. But the author missed the impressive line of small upright figures 
reminiscent of the ghostlike beings painted in Utah s Horseshoe Canyon. We recognized one 
of the small figures as Rabbit-Man which we had seen in eastern and central Canada rock 
paintings. Then we moved on into the bowl of the canyon to view three iced-over waterfalls. 


On the way back to Calgary it dawned on me that some ineffable something had drawn me to 
the canyon. I later recalled that Black Elk s tribe acted out his dream vision in an attempt 
to alter their future. When we returned home I read in a book on shamanism I had 
purchased the night before our canyon hike that shamans claim they alter their 
consciousness so that they might obtain knowledge that allows them to ameliorate the 
condition of their society. I had found my answer. 


late afternoon light & 


shaman pictographs stand above 
the frozen creek 
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Lunar Eclipse 


Lying on my back on the floor I look up through the tangle of trees to the last slice of the 
luminous full moon. All that crowded my mind to the brim this especially busy day 
vanished. And then the strange radiating burnished orange ball, so far away and yet so 
close in all its strangeness. 


lunar eclipse 


all of the stars 
so much brighter 
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Winter Desert 


Mile after mile the desert landscape, uniquely covered with giant cactus, saguaro, organ pipe, 
senita, some forty feet tall, begins to absorb your very consciousness, as you travel across 
the endless Tohono O odham Indian Reservation, situated in southern Arizona along the 
Mexican border. The cold winter rain does not let up and drives you further into yourself. 
At an occasional break the golden desert weeds seem suffused with light. 


desert rain 
by the roadside cross 
fresh flowers 


The fantastically shaped saguaro take on human form: two large cactus arms held up in prayer, 
a big and little saguaro, parent and child, spine-to-spine, the arms of a cactus twisted in 
ecstatic dance. The cactus have survived to their own ends in this place and the Indians 
have made peace with this. 


as close together 


the stand of saguaro 
Indian gravestones 
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Sleeping 


The kayaks were floating on the light bay current back to the little island where our boat was 
moored. We had entered tropical nature s stillness defined by small gestures and silences: 
perched pink-tinged Mexican ibis, and eagle ray s glide just below the surface, the low 
buzzing rasp of mangrove cicadas, swaying of turtle grass, the slight shift of a crab on a tap 
root, the tiny flickering leaps of silversides. In the night you could lie in your kayak and watch 
a billion motionless stars. 


Keys stillness & 


a lemon shark sleeping 
by the mangrove roots 
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Ryushaku-ji 


Perhaps more than any other spot I was to visit in retracing Bashé s Narrow Road to the Far 
North, Ryushaku-ji, the place Bash6 wrote his famous cicada haiku, drew me. A few days 
before I left for Japan I hiked up a local mountain in Northeast Maine. It was a steep vertical 
climb, and nearing the open top that was covered in pink granite, I came to an insight into 
Basho s haiku as I looked at the scattered rock just below the summit: 
Chick Hill summit 
a cricket reverberates 
among the rocks 


The sound of that lone cricket intensified the stillness of that mountaintop in a way similar to 
the sound of Bashé s cicada. About halfway up the climb to Ryushaku-ji, there was a 
monument dedicated to Bashé s cicada haiku. According to our guide, this was the spot where 
Basho heard the cicada, although there was some conjecture as to which variety of cicada he 
had heard. I noticed that a Buddha bas-relief next to the monument had all but worn into the 
rock it was carved into. At the summit I experienced the stillness Bash6 had come here to 
find. I even heard a lonely cricket s voice. It was dusk. 


Ryushaku-ji 


through dense rising mist 
the crow s call 
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Old Stone Walls 


The long-abandoned monastery lies in the hills of western Portugal. We wind our way single 
file through the narrow, low passageways, entering the various living areas in turn, with 
bowed torsos. In a courtyard we are told that one of the monks vows was not to write or 
speak anything unless it was as beautiful as silence. I linger in one corridor and almost melt 
into the stillness. 


monk s quarters 


light and shadows 
on the stone walls 


ZT 


Nod 


It is a sultry mid-summer morning. Everything is still in the garden. I am caught up in the 
lassitude and become sleepy in a kind of reverie. 


swaying feeder 


the grosbeak s head 
begins to nod 
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Apple Blossoms 


An old tree hangs over our dirt driveway so that it brushes our car as we drive past. Last year, 
our first year in this country house, I admired its blooming. This year the gardener says it is 
leaning because some of its roots have worn away. 


wet apple blossoms 


on the dark branches 
on the dark earth 


29 


Waiting 


Too many birds fail to see the transparent glass. On this frigid day I hold the stunned female 
purple finch in my hands to warm her and then surround her with a paper towel hut, watching 
her catch up with herself as does her mate on a high branch. When I look back a little later she 
is gone, only to sit comfortably on the feeder the next few days. 


a little tuft 


stuck to the window 
winter sunlight 
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These Frozen Woods 


The translucency of mind in these frozen woods. Mysteps follow the long-hardened footprints 
of others down this path. Not here just a few days ago, a tiny, desiccated snake curled into 
itself, almost a circle, flattened to the frozen snow. A step past it like a bonsai island set piece 
a foot high evergreen in the center of a small mound of pebbly earth surrounded by a perfect 
ring of black ice. With the wind circling from this point above me one hemlock creek after 
another fills the silence. 


cold blue sky 


almost seeing through 
the full day moon 
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Long Abandoned 


The makeshift bluebird house, rusted metal pole and weathered gray wood house, covered 
with cobwebs, was in the corner of the old barn. When no birds took residence in it where it 
was set at the edge of the woods, I looked it over and found a wasp s nest, like densely spun 
cotton, inside. After clearing it out, a few birds would perch on its roof, and today a hairy 
woodpecker even looked into it, but no bluebirds now fora couple of years. 


the bluebird house 


so long abandoned 
autumn starkness 
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Gone in Sleep 


Chicago, for all its breathtaking skyscrapers and densely multi-racial population, lacks the 
hustle, bustle, and buzz of New York City, true Midwestern city that it is. And unlike many 
other great cities worldwide, Chicago features clean streets, with only a few of its homeless 
visible. Just outside a breakfast place was one of them he looked up at me from his seated 
position with bright eyes and the most dazzling smile I had ever seen, as if alight had gone on 
in him, as if I were his best friend but I walked by and into the place, to return to the street 
only after breakfast. 


a warm breeze 


the beggar s dazzling smile 
gone in sleep 
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Early Spring 


It was that time of the year, cold and bleak, old dry leaves still on the ground, patches of snow 
lingering everywhere in the landscape. I had passed the old cemetery hundreds of times. This 
time there was a hint of sun. 


early spring 


rust down the side 
of a gravestone 
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Motionless 


It is the summer solstice and north of us in New Sweden the revelry modeled on Swedish 
customs includes frenzied dancing around a Maypole. I discover a tiny beige moth sleeping on 
our beige rug. Later, I gather flowers for my brother s visit on this longest day of the year. 


summer solstice 


the motionless aphids 
on a lupin stem 
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Summer Clouds 


Research in the public records and the stories I heard as a child bring me to this run-down 
street in a run-down Cape Breton town. I sit on a bench beside the small river he had walked 
down on ice chunks, clunkers, to the ocean bay to cut hide from a frozen whale for a 
homemade belt. I look back to the bluff where the house had stood. 


the very hill 


my father played upon 
summer clouds 
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The haiku and haibun collected for this volume, several of them prize-winners, originally 
appeared in one of the following publications: 


Acom 
Albatross 
American Haibun & Haiga 
Bottle Rockets 
Contemporary Haibun 
EOA or West: London Stories 
Frogpond 
Haiku Canada Newsletter 
Haiku Harvest 
Haiku International 
Haiku International Anthology 
Haiku Novine 
Haiku Reality 
Haiku Society of America Members Anthology 
Hermitage 
Hummingbird 
Itoh en Haiku Contest 
Japan Society on Water Environment 
Journey to the Interior, American Versions of Haibun 
Mainichi Daily News 
Mie Times 
Modern Haiku 
Na Pua oli puke umi 
Persimmon 
Raw Nervz Haiku 
Simply Haiku 
Still 
Taj Mahal Review 
Tempslibre 
The Heron s Nest 
World Haiku Review 
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